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finest sheep's wool. His nose was soft, and his breath
was sweet like a cow's. His belly was hard and tight,
like a barrel or huge kettle-drum.

We walked over to the drove, with Mazir following
Mitkhal like a dog. He assured me they were as in-
telligent, loyal, and affectionate as the finest horses. He
stopped to pat one and another and speak to them by
name as we walked among them.

We watched the baby camels sucking at their mother's
teats. I tried to stroke one which had finished its dinner,
but it was shy and jumped awkwardly away. A slave
came with a wooden bowl and milked standing, holding
the bowl in one hand and milking with the other.

Camel's milk when fresh tastes so nearly like good
cow's milk that I do not believe any one could tell the dif-
ference. When it is fermented, however, in which con-
dition it is usually drunk, it has a strong characteristic
taste and odor.

For use around the camp, it is put in a goatskin hung
against one of the tent-poles. It ferments almost imme-
diately from the bacteria already in the skin (which is
used over and over again without being cleaned out) and
remains drinkable for days without turning sour.

Before going to bed that night, I went out again in the
moonlight to look at the camels and found that most of
them slept kneeling like cows, with their legs doubled
under the bellies, but that some were sprawled sidewise
with their long necks and heads flat in the sand, twisted
in weird fantastic postures that suggested their prehistoric
ancestors.

The actual ancestry of the Jiejin is disputed. Academic
authorities believe that they are descended from the In-